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To 

NORA DUFF 

in England 
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/ bide within my book till eyes 

Which draw my own shall look and read; 

Others may look, yet give no heed: 
The printed word has no surprise 
For alien eyes. 

Whoever reads, save only one. 

May read. But one alone shall fitui 
The impress of the hidden mind. 

Uttering speech where speech is none 
For but the one. 
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THE PRIMAL LIFE 



Lord of the nights and days, 

Before men spoke Thy praise 

Thou, with Thy breathing, stirred 

Us from the brackish slime 

Of immemorial time. 

Or ever Adam stood 

Upright in hardihood, 

Or ever Eve gave birth 

On an unpeopled earth 

To the first sons of men, 

We wakened at Thy word, 

Heeding, and roused again 

Illimitable sound 

From the unknown profound. 

I 



THE PRIMAL LIFE 



II 

Lord, Thou createdst, — why? 
Worlds glimmered through the sky, 
Earths blazed and fought for breath, 
Moons lingered unto death; 
We, from the brackish slime 
Of unforgetting time, 
Greeted Thee, born of Thee : 
Wherefore should this thing be? 
Madest Thou us for man? 
Answer Thou, through the span 
Of the unbroken years ! 
When Thou didst think him. Lord, 
Shrank we as from Thy sword, 
While through the steady spheres 
Thou heardst us in our grief, 
Mourners without relief. 
Yet didst Thou speak no word! 



THE PRIMAL LIFE 



III 

Why didst Thou choose to slay 
That man should reign a day? 
Couldst Thou not heed our sighs? 
We saw our young go down 
Breathless before Thy frown; 
We watched our brothers' bones 
Sink into earth, that owns 
First life and last; saw thus 
Hemispheres bury us; 
Felt the pervasive dark 
Climb to our lips and eyes, 
Leaving us chill and stark; 
Till in our burial-place 
Thine was a veiled face. 



IV 

King, we could well forgive, 
Though ours to die, not live; 



THE PRIMAL LIFE 

We could forget our woes. 
What are our blasting throes 
To Thine uplifted hills? 
What our despised, dead wills 
Before Thine urgent force, 
Dig^ng the water-course, 
Hurling the river flood. 
Blowing the winds that scud 
Northward and seaward, where 
From the great ocean surge 
Ice-packs and snows emerge 
Into the Arctic air? 
All we forgive to Thee, 
Lord of the lords to be ; 
Ours to endure, not urge! 



But we forgive not, nay! 
Man-beasts that rise and slay. 



THE PRIMAL LIFE 5 

Rovers that breast the seas, 
Conquering earth by might 
Hidden beyond our sight! 
Sons of a race foretold, 
Upright, of other mould, 
Tamers of lesser life, 
Makers of peace and strife, — 
These are the fearful ones 
Whereof the driven breeze 
Spake down the skies and suns, 
Saying our eyes should close 
When the first man arose. 



VI 

Wherefore we, dead, undone. 
Shadows of things foregone. 
Call up the little hills. 
Call down the springs and rills. 
Lest somehow man should use 

# 

Dust of our bones, and fuse 



THE PRIMAL LIFE 

This with the upper earth 
To make it richer worth. 
Lord, pile above our bones 
Mountains and moveless stones! 
Lord, sink us in the sh'me 
Deep after deep, to lie 
Hid from the last man's eye 
Through unforgetting time! 
Lord, in primordial fire 
Fold us from man's desire 
Till world-forms blend and die ! 



VII 

Then, in the crash and shock. 
Give us to spurn,, to mock, 
Man, that had come to birth 
Upon a dying earth. 
Lord, stretch Thine arm and bar 
Earth froni the Morning Star! 



THE PRIMAL LIFE 

Lord, shake the world to dust, 
Scatter the atoms, thrust 
Sea upon riven sea 
Till the wide oceans flee. 
Leaving their beds aglow 
With unguessed jewels, torn 
Out of the mouth of morn, 

Out of the long ago ! 

• • • • • 

So shall we, satisfied. 
Sink in our deathless pride, 
Die with the beasts new-born! 



A COURTIER'S LOVE 

She doth not wear, 
In the dark glamour of her hair, 
The jewelled ruby and the pin 
That coquetries are 'broidered in. 



She doth not smile 
Merely with lips, but these beguile 
With little runs of joy her eyes, 
That watch you coldly otherwise. 



Her stately ways 

Have something of King Charles his days; 

And could you mark her blushes — O, 

Twere like soft opal tints on snow! 

8 



A courtier's love 



Say that she spurns 
Men, heartless! Yet within her burns 
A noon of fire which, if she gave, 
Would make Love's very self her slave. 



She will not give. 
What is the secret? Doth it live 
In her deep bosom, where the rose 
Lies on the heart that no man knows? 



Hath it found place 
In the rare passion of her face ? 
Or doth it daintily belong 
To her calm prayers at even-song? 



She is the night! 
He that would look on her of right 
Must seek out moonshine, so to rise 
Into her blest complexities. 



10 A courtier's love 



If I should dare 
Ask for her heart, she would not care; 
Wherefore I wait on second thought 
When Time's bold ravages are wrought. 



Ah, Time, come now! 
Write haggard age upon her brow. 
Change me her black locks into grey 
Ere new hours dazzle into day. 



Or, Time, thou thief 1 
Being but human and love brief, 
I may turn traitor and put by 
Mine own exceeding constancy. 



THE STRONG TOWER OF THE LORD 

Who shall behold the Strong Tower where it lies, 
Impregnable, ungated, and unbarred? 
And who shall look for entrance past the guard 
That watches in unarmoured calm, though cries 
Resound without where swords flash and life dies. 

Does no word come from the Strong Tower? Nay, 
none. 
Yet is the road made strait, that men may turn 
From out the battle-ground and rise to spurn 
The battle dust from them, and watch the sun 
Gild the supreme, cold stones and not miss one. 

But blind, all blind, are captains in the plain. 

They cry on God; they fight, or break in rout, 

Leaping to meet death 'mid the battle shout, 

II 



12 THE STRONG TOWER OF THE LORD 

Unheeding where the Strong Tower is, and vain 
Of their own deeds and of their bodies' pain. 

But all the while, above, and manifest 

To them that look and go, It stands alone : 
Long corridors of hewn and unhewn stone, 
High-vaulted chambers and great doors confessed, 
And over all the Lord's Name to the west. 

Kings shall go down while yet the Strong Tower 
stands 
Dateless, unshattered by the outer wreck. 
And tyrants shall cling hard upon the neck 
Of centuries, and devastate the lands : 
Yet shall the Lord uphold It with His hands. 

Yea, and the time shall come when men awake 
From trance of earthly things ! Then shall they 

stare 
With lifted eyes, to see the Strong Tower there 



THE STRONG TOWER OF THE LORD 13 

Calm in the shade and sun/ and they shall break 
Out of the plain and the strait pathway take. 

Then of a sudden, at the inner space 

Shall be the Lord of lords and King of kings, 
And prophets, standing underneath His wings. 
Shall chant the song and look upon His face 
Fearless and fadeless in that awful place. 

Till after song the silence. At the last. 

Through all the whirl of climbing hours and days. 
Within the pauses and untiring ways, 
Shall sound His voice, the Lord's ! As if there passed 
A glory and a peace throughout the Vast. 



DESIRE 

My heart would put Desire aside; 

My heart would seek 
The hill heights whence the world is wide 

And the great stretches bleak. 
My heart would sing. Alas! Desire 

Hath sucked its blood and fed upon 
Its inward lightnings till their fire 

Is overpast and gone. 

I looked upon Desire, and found 

Her very fair: 
Whereat mine eyes fixed the green ground ; 

Her wild eyes sought mine there. 
Her robe made shadow where she stood 

And hid her feet a little space: 

Lo! where she walked was bare; there could 

No grass grow in that place. 

14 



DESIRE 15 

About her was no lifelike stir: 

Pallor of death 
Came where she came, and followed her — 

(I felt it with each breath.) 
Her bared arms, lifted like a snake 

Full poised at strike, drew me within, 
And my kiss felt her long kiss wake 

My heart with hint of sin. 



Since when I put Desire aside: 

My heart would seek 
The hill heights whence the world is wide 

And the great stretches bleak; 
Since when mine eyes yearn beyond sight. 

Mine ears note one voice on the gale. 
And my lips through the day and night 

Are passionately pale. 



THE HIBISCUS FLOWER 

Hibiscus, what if o'er thy gleaming form 

Broke the untender storm? 
If winds of darkness loosed on thee a breath 
From the large plains of death? 
Most exquisitely rare, 
If thou shouldst die. 
Would wandering hint of thee live in the air 
Mix with the noon, travel from sky to sky? 

When tropic morning sparkles up the world 

Thy petals are uncurled. 
And all thy scarlet blossom swells and glows 

Past fire tint of the rose ; 

Haunting the splendid day. 

And flaming deep 

In a brave shine of sunlight every way, 

Till star-eyed dusk when the furled petals sleep, 

i6 



THE HIBISCUS FLOWER 17 

God, in our little lifetime, which doth ride 

Thine unperplexSd tide, 
Would that our souls might kindle, as this flower, 

To a full blaze of power! 

Not fearing dark and cold, 
But when the night 
Drifts slowly in and the last day is old. 
Yearning to meet Thine infinite glad light! 



THE TWO JOYS 

Two joys are perfect. One those women know 
Who, in the bond of love and wifeliness, 
With large, maternal hopes uplift and bless 

Their husband-lovers; while the yearnings grow 

For the sweet marvel, hidden in the slow. 
Recurrent days till the full time's distress 
Brings forth the man-child. Ah, what joy to press 

That new life to their hearts, triumphant so ! 



But the abiding other joy is born 

Of soul-birth, wonder past the body's birth. 

Still raptures dim the prophecy of morn 

When the new-breathing poem wakes and gleams. 

Fadeless beyond the flying winds of earth. 

Evasive as dream lilies held in dreams. 

i8 



TO THE UNFORGOTTEN 

I HAVE forborne to follow thee, 
Yet, somewhere, out of sound of sea. 
Is left thy lingering music, caught 
In the still spaces of my thought. 
Though I forbore to follow thee. 

Throughout long days, confusedly 

Runs the same theme, and sings to me 

In my unuttered speech, and goes 

Past what far tides, where what wind blows 

In the long days confusedly. 

My only music ! Born of thee 

Are the calm hours, the prophecy. 

The broken loneliness which wakes 

In dim soul reaches and forsakes 

Never the music born of thee. 

19 



20 TO THE UNFORGOTTEN 

Akin, though distant, call to me. 

Thou one theme! Even as Time shall be 

Reft one day, lost in perfectness. 

So my confined ways not less 

Break, break, to heed thy call to me. 



A DREAM OF THE HOUSE OF TEARS 

I MET a ghost upon a day 

Somewhere beyond my homing-place: 

Almost forgotten was his face 
So long myself had been away; 
He bade me stay. 

He gave a mirror to my hand 

And I, unthinking, in the frame 

Looked, and knew no more whence I came. 
Lost! lost was mine accustomed land! 
For I was banned. 

In me was anguish, and mine eyes 
Swam with the past, while all about 
Ghosts circled in unhallowed rout. 

And called and gibbered in such wise 
As hushed my cries. 

21 



22 A DREAM OF THE HOUSE OF TEARS 

They drew me with them through the street 
And to my very House of Tears : 
At once fell off my later years, 

And there were but dead years to meet 
At each heart-beat. 

They brought me to my Door of Pain 
And floated gayly up the stair: 
A phantom change was everywhere! 

Yet through it all I felt again 
The dead years' stain. 

In every change I could but note 

The shivering certainty in all! 

The very paper on the wall 
Brought the old horror to my throat; 
And in the mote 

Which dallied through the half-shut blind 
In quivering strands of yellow sun, 
I felt forbidden sadness run 



A DREAM OF THE HOUSE OF TEARS 23 

Breathless before me and behind! 
Till in my mind 

Chains of a past captivity, 
A clinging hunger of desire, 
Drove the old anguish like swift fire 

From heart to brain, as riotously 
As storms drive sea. 

I caught the mirror from my face 

And flung it down. There, as it went, 
Came the inalienable scent 

Of flowers from mine accustomed place, 
By dear God's grace. 

At the blurred mind's awakening 
No throng of ghosts obscured the sun; 
The past lay stricken and undone; 

The strength of my remembering 
Forgot its sting. 



24 A DREAM OF THE HOUSE OF TEARS 

Till, through the steady pause there broke 
And came and went again a Wind 
As of strayed speech, and out there shined 

A glory on me, so I woke 
As if God spoke. 

My heart was as a new-come flower 
Ripe for time's self, each petal curled 
To catch the wonder of the world, 

And to complete and round the hour 
With greater power. 

My soul was like a wind-harp, set 
In open spaces, on whose strings 
Song's fitful fickle whisperings 

Made a brief music of regret, 
Which echoes yet. 

Then where I stood was Dawn! The skies, 
Insentient, cold, blazed into light, 
Unfolding sun-tides o'er the night. 



A DREAM OF THE HOUSE OF TEARS 25 

And flaming where, with tireless eyes, 
The Dog-Star lies. 

There came an utter silence — (Death 
Were not more still!). I felt day grow; 
I saw the shattered ebb and flow 

Of ghostly worlds, whose mocking breath 
Light silenceth. 

And last was graduated sound, 

Long trumpet-cries upon the air! 

My spirit lifted from despair; 
It woke in armoured strength and wound 
The Godhead round. 

Mine eyeballs fought with fears nor failed, 
Though my feet trod on pain. I knew 
The full, triumphant life in view. . . . 

So I walked steadfast, though day paled; 
For God prevailed. 



THE AMERICAN REDSTART 

Hearing his voice, sweet, sweeter on the air 
Than rippled waves, I followed everywhere, 

Swung through the tangle the black alders made. 
Lifted fond eyes to where the fir-tree swayed. 
Roused up the shade and sunlight to rejoice. 

Hearing his voice. 



As if a breeze came where no soft breeze stirred, 

The swift wings fluttered, the sweet song was heard 

Shaking the fragile, orange throat of him : 

Wherefore my heart, wherefore my soul, made dim 

With ecstasies of longing, did rejoice. 

Hearing his voice. 
26 



THE AMERICAN REDSTART 27 

Was he a straying flame from out the sun? 

Were his the notes that, dropping one on one, 
Went tremulously down the sweet spring ways? 
God knows, and earth, and I, in earthly days 
When spring recalls the Redstart, to rejoice, 

Hearing his voice. 



ITALIA 



The unmarked coming ! Not with me 't was so. 
At table, when you camei I lifted eyes 
Calm, somewhat languid, unstirred to surprise. 

Did they grow big then, think you I should know ? 

Or droop at sudden impulse, as a glow 

Out of the sun makes lids droop ? Who so wise 
To say the thing? Not I. One looks at skies 

Coolly at first, unheeding what winds blow. 

Perhaps! But mark the wonder. Just you came. 
Sat there at moments, ate your bread and drank 
Chianti or what other wine of wines : 

The table seemed an altar, life like flame 

Was offered sacrifice, there rose and sank 

At heart of me what marvels and what signs ! 

28 



ITALIA 29 



II 

Suppose you had not cared, or but suppose 
Your eyes had merely glanced about and then 
Struck me in idle passing, just as when 

One walks along the street and hardly knows 

If many pass, or none ! Or, if you chose 
To eye me half a course through, say amen. 
And let your thought rove onward once again. 

Thinking, "Well, 'tis one more face comes and 
goes ! " 



That had been natural. But I, who cared 
With such a sudden caring, had one thought. 

This: I should thank God through all years 

and years 

For the mere seeing you. I had not dared 

To hope I might bring smiles there all unsought 

Upon your lips, or from your eyes draw tears. 



30 ITALIA 



III 

I had been patienter had I but known. 
In those late, other years I had not said 
When night came and the dying day was dead: 

"Let me not wake, or wake not so alone, 

Or, if I must wake, let my heart be stone 
And no more moved; let my tears lie unshed." 
Most foolish wishes ! What if God, instead 

Of utter overthrow, had heard my moan? 



To suffer has bold uses, if it turn 

A cowardice to strength, if it give place 
To that brave triumph which makes life-blood 
stir: 
What if mine eyes, made level with the stern. 
Fixed grief in life, gazed sudden on your face? 
Had I but known, I had been patienter. 



ITALIA 31 



IV 

So much you brought me, you all unaware 

How much! What matters that to you or me? 
Go, now ! Seek out your land, set round with sea 

As girdle to your world. Such little share 

It has in you, it cannot hold you there. 
Not your high soul ! I keep that, make my plea 
For that. Take you all else ; let your thought be 

Not mine, nor voice of you on any air. 



But in my soul your soul is; leave it thusl 
I am made better so. And you ? Forget 

The vague, cool heights of Monte Angelo ! 
But I, being all remembrance, I hold yet 
Your exquisite faint wonder in the slow, 
Italian days, and your soul, tremulous. 



"RETURN, RETURN, TRIUMPHANT DAY" 

Return, return, triumphant day 
When Truth in waves of light was born I 

Below, the multitudes of men; 
Above, the shining mists of morn. 



Awake, awake, unfettered hour 
When Love, with ecstasy of face, 

Leaped to the coasts and vales of time, 
To find in men his dwelling-place! 



Rise, hearts of men ! Emerge, emerge. 

From sloth of living, ease of breath ! 

Destroy with happy might of Love 

The dark, predestined ways of death ! 

32 



" RETURN, RETURN, TRIUMPHANT DAY " 33 

Strike out dishonour from the land, 
Bring forth a race shall hold by Truth, 

And o'er waste corners of the world 
Bid Love upbear the strength of youth ! 



Bid Truth, with sweet, compelling force. 
While yet the earth her strong course runs. 

Lead on, lead on the hosts of men 
Beneath the splendid blaze of suns ! 



BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON * 
INTERPRETATIONS 



SUPER FLUMINA 

Nay! they may break us, but we shall not sing. 
What song should rise from lips that parch for home, 
Or what light shine from eyes put out with tears? 
Though they have conquered, they shall never ring 
One sound from out our harps ; they shall be foam 
Against our reef, though we be only this: 
Captive and homeless, with all joys to miss. 
And yet, unbroken spirits whom God nears. 

We hanged our harps above us; let them hang! 

The strings are loose, as our own heart-strings lie 

Reft of their song, swept of their lost delight ; 

And Babylon looms there whence comes a clang 

34 



BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON 35 

Of sound and mirth mixed with this silent sky, 

Which knows not weeping. O Jerusalem, 

Cry you upon these captors, cry on them 

Who have foredoomed your people to this night! 



We are gone out to sadness; yea, we weep 
As do our least ones. Shall our wives give breast 
To captive children, who had been born free ? 
Or bear us sons in Babylon, to keep 
Remembrance rankling and to stand confessed 
Least among slaves? God I Even this shall come: 
Wherefore no songs. We are as men born dumb, 
Who have no harp to hang on any tree. 



How the stars shine both here and over there 
Where Zion lies, past eyesight evermore! 
(And in the desert how the great stars shined !) 
O Zion, holy One, God everywhere 
Speaks with a sign, as God's own self upbore 
Our souls till now; and we shall not put off 



36 BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON 

The strength of God I Our captors goad and scoff, 
But our God comes even where these waters wind. 



The light begins to creep, the river flows 
Like a pale streak, while all the rushes lean 
Upon the current, which moves on and on. . • . 
Soon shall we march engirdled with our woes, 
Soon reach their God-spurned city all unclean. 
The hour breaks on us, and a trumpeter 
Sounds the known signal for our start and stir: 
How the red dawn strikes fire at Babylon 1 
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II 



THE MOTHER TO THE CHILD AT HER 

BREAST 

Lie there, beloved, homeless one! 

Forget thy mother, and forget 
That God has covered all his sun 

With cloud-wrack, and our sun is set. 



Forget thy father, if thou must, 
Thou alien in an unknown land! 

But, lo I though we are dust of dust, 

And though our blood dries in the sand. 



Draw, unforgetting, from this breast 
Not milk alone, but hatred, yea, 

Till the last nightfall comes to rest. 
Till the last daybreak turns to day! 
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III 



THE CRY OF THE AGED 

What if we fall? We saw Jerusalem! 

We lift our eyes, and though our eyes be dim, 

They look on Him 
That shall not fail us though these walls condemn. 



We look on Him, and the sky, like a cup 
Inverted, pours out God, and Babylon 

Is lost, is gone. 
And not one god of hers shall raise her up. 



There shall be no more Babylon. Her kings 
Fail as the wind, her temples and her towers 

In the doomed hours 
Sink, and are covered, and a silence clings. 



BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON 39 

And in the biting silence crawl and creep 
Things of the desert, which shall spit upon 

This Babylon, 
And all the stars shall laugh, but she shall weep. 



She shall cast off her garments ; she shall rend 
Her children all unknowing; she shall wait 

Here at her gate, 
And watch the endless sands drink in her end. 



Her mouth shall fill with sand and her ears hear 
The slow engulfment till it reach her eyes. 

While the brass skies 
Shall deafen to her anger and her fear. 



Triumph, O Babylonians! Ye that dare 
To riot with your harlots in all sin. 

God shall come in; 
His unuplifted finger shakes the air. 



40 BY THE WATERS OF BABYLON 

Ye — conquerors I — are God's captives : woe to you I 
Ye have our bodies: trample them, accursed! 

What is your worst 
To the skied wonders God shall bring to view? 



For if we fall, Jerusalem shall rise, 
And if we die, Jerusalem shall live ! 

O our God, give 
Strength to the fallen, sight to sightless eyes. 



That we forget not Zion, God-possessed, 
Nor put on lightness and this city's mirth 

Till the pale earth 
Shouts upon Grod, and our God stands confessed; 



Till the whole earth is clamorous with God, 
And the broad sunshine laughs with God and binds 

The mountains, winds 
The desolate places where no men have trod, 
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Into unbroken, God-embattled length 
Of fertile valleys and of tents and flocks. 

And the earth rocks 
With joy of God and His compelling strength ! 
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IV 

THE CALL OF THE HEART 

I CANNOT let thee go, and without me! 

most belovSd, let me die with thee 

As I would once have lived. All's for thy sake 
And death is nothing. Look! It shall not make 
Us blench, save to be parted each from each : 
That were true death, that were an out of reach 

1 cannot reckon with. Why thou to go 
And I to stay on with this ruthless foe, 
A prey to men, perhaps to act the wife 

At some man's will, not thine? Oh, that were strife 
Past any pain this body can put on 
In letting loose the soul. 

Come! Let's be gone 
Out of this living. I will stand as still 
As any field beast See I Do thou thy will. 
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I will not bend my head, though thy two hands 
Slay at a stroke. I will not hint a cry, 
Nor turn a hairsbreadth from the eye to eye 
I give thee at this instant. I will smile 
And glory in the dying. Come! 

And while 
The guards look toward their king, and all the crowd 
Shouts with insatiate wonder, and the loud 
Beat of the drum makes known the king's decree, 
We two shall laugh in death to think that we 
Conquered this king of Babylon thus much 
As just to reach at death past even such 
A majesty as hisl 

Kiss, kiss my brow, 
My hair, my lips ! Strike, O beloved, — now I 
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V 



THE CHANT OF THEM THAT DIE 

Silence shall come on us; 
Death shall put on 
Armour of death ! 
We that are dying thus 
Breathe and are gone, 
Breath of God's breath. 

Fighters of God, we stand 

Waiting His will: 

Life? If God choose! 

Death? If our God so planned! 

We but fulfil, 

Gain, not to lose. 

Hark to the trumpet blast! 
Fall into line. 
Eyes to the front 



»X^»i 
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God, speak the word at last, 
Give us the sign, 
Lead as Thy wont! 

What! Shall we fail Thee now, 

We that have fought 

Armoured in Thee? 

What! Shall we cringe and bow, 

Once we are brought 

Where earth-kings be? 

Nay, for Thou leadest us; 

We follow on. 

Thine unto death. 

We that are dying thus 

Breathe and are gone. 

Breath of Thy breath. 



BEFORE THE STORM 

As we came down on Ormond Beach 
Out of the sand-dunes to the sea, 

The sun was barely out of reach, 

And clouds were but as two or three. 



As we swung lengthwise of the coast, 
A fog hung at the edge of things, 

And waves groped in the sand, almost 
With strange, prehensile fingerings. 



As we turned inland, Ormond wreck 

Lay like a great unwieldy cup. 

And clouds gloomed blackly o'er the deck 

Where rainbows flung a ladder up. 
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As we set foot where Ormond lies, 
The rain came with a hissing speech; 

We heard the sea give tongue, and rise 
Boom-booming in on Ormond Beach. 



POESY 

A STRANGER on the earth am I. 

Lost in the womb of hidden things, 
I bide my time and may not fly 

Till the right moment giveth wings. 



At the ripe hour I speed upon 

The indefatigable ways, 
Till, when unheeding day is done, 

The moonshine fans me into blaze; 



Till, rising from the dark of night, 

Will-o*-the wisp, I plunge again 

To still recesses cool and white. 

The harbour of the poet's brain. 

48 



POESY 49 

My folded wings become as sound 

Of singing water in his ears; 
My goading song faints to be found 

And lifts him to unfathomed spheres. 



Henceforth his heart is like a reed 
Swayed by an unseen strength, a wave 

Swung upward at the ocean's need, 
And finding in the sea its grave. 



Mine is this lord and waif of time, 

Recalcitrant to other men, 
Blinded of eye to all but rhyme. 

Burdened with dreams by hill or glen. 



Once mine, forever mine. I float 
Back to the womb of hidden things ; 

He heeds not that I go; remote 
He hears the music of my wings. 



so i»oEsy 

And newer aeons form and make 
New men of might, but till the sky 

Pierces my depths I shall not wake: 
A stranger on the earth am I. 



WIND MESSAGE 

Surely one shall not receive the message save by word of 
mouth. — Old Tale, 

The wind swept downward from the hill 
And loitered through the sedgy grass; 

He bent the green leaves to his will; 
He flicked the lake of glass. 

He rustled through the woodland ways 
And spied out how to mock at them; 

The wild rose blushed at his fierce gaze 
And trembled on her stem. 

One strayed within the wood, who had 

So still a look in her grave eyes 

It seemed she must be glad or sad 

With love's most sweet surprise. 
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The wind laughed out at sight of her, 
Laid on her hair a boisterous hand; 

It seemed her still form made no stir; 
Her thought dwelt in love-land. 



The wind bent to her lips, and swept 
The ripe, red kisses from her mouth. 

Her eyelids trembled, and she wept; 
Could she have feared love-drouth? 



The wind blew in her ear pearl-white: 
Good sooth, none knew what the wind said ! 

It seemed the wood-walk swam; her sight 
Grew less, as she were dead. 



Loud laughed the wind, and girt her round 
With breezy arms; he bore her far 

Within the woodland ways, where sound 
And love-light never are. 
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She had small knowledge of wind speech. 
Of the wind's heart was unaware, 

But still she felt, yet could not reach, 
The wonder in the air. 

The wind swept onward through the wood 

And left her lonely as a ghost; 
She shivered where she sadly stood. 

Nor knew what she had lost. 



"UNTAMABLE ENEMY" 

Should I profane you with a kiss 
Even upon your lips or cheek? 

To love you so would be to miss 
The something deeper that I seek. 



Should I possess you with a ring, 
Bind all your being with its gold? 

Somewhat of love's best winnowing 
Would be less mine to have and hold. 



Should I retain you in my thought? 

Let meditation solace me 

For losing what I had not sought? 

I should not hear the melody 

54 



"untamable enemy" 55 



Which now is in the dawn, and where 
The wintry places are, and set 

Through upper currents of the air 
And in heart-chambers of regret. 

You are my music, and for these — 
The ungiven kiss, the ring not mine, 

The shut thought, all my silences — 
These are my music's perfect sign. 

My music ends not with my end. 
But is renewed beyond all fears. 

Lives in new souls, which apprehend 
The fine, indomitable years. 

So I profane you with no kiss 
Even upon your lips or cheek; 

To love you so would be to miss 
The something deeper that I seek. 



IN A SEA CITY 

There is a city set against a hill, 

Which slumbers half the year through. At its base 
The cold sea waters follow their own will 
In slow swirls, or in lapping undertone. 
Or else, in murmurous fall and rise, they chase 
Dawn, or the full day, or the night alone. 



It is so old a city! What is it 

To her that hearts are broken on her heart? 
Still does she sit there, ay, and yet shall sit 

Year-long, unheeding! Human ache and cry 

Mix with the whirl of waters and so part 

Before her feet and her ears heed no sigh. 
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What shall it matter though two more hearts beat, 
Two more mouths cling with kisses, and two eyes 
Glow with a speechless speaking? These repeat 
But past love, but past parting, even this ! 
In her are no heart wonders of surprise, 

And she knows not, nor feels, what parting is. 

O Love, so perfect through all pain ! O Love, 
Master of hearts, hope-bearer ! Here is one 
Had all forgot the city set above 

The listless waters, save for this: that there 

Hang hours between one dawn and set of sun 

Red with all hope and black with all despair. 



*' SHOULD I REMEMBER" 

Should I remember, if the great lord, Night, 
Opened the gates of time and bade me pass 
Through the cold spaces where the stars amass 

Their glimmering shine? If my devouring sight 

Caught at unfettered shades, wherefrom no light 
Goes up or down the endless void,, alas ! 
To tangle with the earth, should I that was 

Remember, being dead, in that last flight? 



I should remember. Not the Milky Way, 
Nor brotherhood to death, nor all which lies 
Beyond the dark, could hold forgetting long; 

For on the earth I heard, ah, day by day. 

With how great love, with what absorbed surprise, 

God's exquisite bewilderment of song 1 
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He gave me back my lock of hair, 

He flung my love back at my feet; 
I made no moan upon the air, — 
To moan is sweet. 



I thought love meant for evermore; 
I gave him all till all was spent; 
I told him of the babe I bore — 
And daylight went. 



There is no father for my child, 

Nor any bed to bear him in; 

The moon she looketh harsh and wild, 

The stars are thin. 
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I will go sleep beneath the sky. 

The night alone shall cover me; 
I'll bear my babe before I die 
For stars to see. 



She laid her on the hillside then: 

The storm came, but she never heard; 
And when the morning woke again, 
She never stirred. 



THE FAR COLLIE 

Her forbears roamed the sheep-encumbered hills; 
But she, my Kelpie of the liquid gaze, 
I know not now what forward path she strays, 

Nor shall I know: it is as God fulfils. 

Yet know I, far beyond me still she wills 
To come to me, and wander down the ways 
I follow, follow, through the hours and days: 

She may not come, being dead ; her breath God stills. 



But sometimes, in the gloaming, when the trees 

Stand like enchanted giants and upbear 

Strange glamours and the waking powers of 

night, 

I feel her strength about me, and my sight 

Cleaves the great shadows hiding her, and sees 

The embodied courage, stern to wait, or dare! 
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ARROW FLIGHT 

Where is Love, that leaves behind 
Cageless kisses on the wind? 
Where the prodigal, that flies 
Higher far than lips and eyes? 



Were he roaming out of sight, 
Master wayfarer of night, 
Him I could not choose but love. 
Though all worlds should disapprove. 



What if time should cry me nay? 

Mine to follow Love, nor stray. 

What if hours should curse, and clasp 

My still body in their grasp? 
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Vanquisher through ache and stress, 

I should follow, bodiless; 

I, a spirit, at the goal 

Should come scathless to Love's soul. 



ERIC DEAD 

Oh, have you seen my little one, 
Child Eric with the floating curls? 

Oh, have you spied him down the sun, 
Or where the blown leaf whirls? 



I wander like a prisoner 

From door to window, stare and gaze, 
Unnoting all the meadow stir 

And all the summer ways. 



My cheek is weary for his lips; 

My knees are aching for the slight. 

Sweet body. . . . How he turns and slips 

Beyond me out of sight ! 
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I shall not find him yet awhile, 

But one day (ah, God calm my heart!) 

I shall perceive him; the sweet smile 
Shall ease me of my smart, — 

Shall heal me of my ache and pain, 

(God hold this anguish but as prayer!), 

When the new waking comes, like rain 
To the parched earth and air. 



" NOT ONLY ON THE MOUNTAIN HEIGHT *' 

Not only on the mountain height 
Come lofty moments to the soul, 

Nor when vast seas awake to sight 
In shining waves that lift; and roll. 



Not only when the day gives place 
To nightfall, and the stars emerge. 

Doth the enkindled soul efface 
The dateless foes that haunt and urge. 



In the oppressed and saddened hour. 

O'er the false hopes that goad and kill, 

The quickened spirit climbs to power 

And, steadfast, conquers human ill. 
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Then, when the heart shrinks and the nerves 
Cry upon flight, the soul uprears 

Imperishable faith, nor swerves. 
And triumphs over human fears: 



Till, when the eyelid of the morn 
Shows to the world a flashing eye, 

The warrior spirit, battle-torn. 
Shines with an equal majesty. 



STONEHENGE 

Hear ye, children of men on an ancient earth ! 

Hail, ye gods afar at the outmost verge ! 
ly wearer of age, abide where my times had birth, 

Awaiting the end of time when the gods upsurge ! 
What shall it be to me that I stand alone. 

Or whom should I fear, that feared not ages past? 
Mine altar-flame hath sunk with mine altar-stone. 

But my soul awaits the hour to come, at last 
Save for the rifted seas and the waking plain. 

Old am I in the years, and mine age is great; 

I stoop not, nay, though few of my stones remain ! 

I upbear with the strength of fate. 

Who hath foretold the vision mine eyes have seen ? 

Or who forbore the knowledge my soul hath 

known ? 
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Ye are men, not gods, unknowing what things have 
been ; 

I lift mine eyes and heed but the gods alone. 
Ye, born of earth, enduring but for a day, 

Why watch ye me, and marvel because I stand 
For ever alone in the light of the sun-god's sway. 

Smitten for ever by time upon cheek and hand? 
I that am old endure, though my strength is weak ; 

I yearn in age to put off this earthly cloak ; 
But till the gods return to persuade and speak 
Must my bond-soul carry the yoke. 

Wherefore I lift mine eyes, and my soul gives praise 
That long, strong waves beat in on this island 
coast. 
That high winds hurtle and blare in dead, cold days, 

To vex the sons of earth with their windy boast ; 
For I that was, would ride the wings of the storm, 
Would one day climb the skies which the strong 
gods reach. 
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Would feel once more the hearth of the Druids 
warm, 
And hear the chant and the gathering priesdy 
speech ; 
Till the dead that lie at heart of the litde hills, 

Yea, warrior forms that moulder beneath my feet. 
Should quicken and come, being purged of time that 
kills, 
Being singers than yours more sweet. 

For who are ye to swear that the gods are gone? 

Am I not here, that have waxed more old than 
these 
That wrought my stones, and builded and wandered 
on, 

Hearing the voice of time in the silences? 
Ask ye the sun, for never hath that god lied. 

Kneel to the lords of night in the open plain. 
Behold ye! Mark the tumulous mounds that bide 

Age after age in touch with torrents of rain! 



STONEHENGE 7t 

When they shall speak, O men, will ye dare believe 
Myself, Stonehenge, but a dream of things that 
die? 
When they shall call be afraid, bow ye and grieve, 
For the call shall impel reply. 

Earth shall hear, and the ages of earth turn back. 
From north to south, from west to the dawn-filled 
east. 
Elect of gods shall draw to mine upward track. 

The Druid hosts break bread at the Druid feast! 
Mine altar-flame shall be as a floating fire. 

The sacrifice shall fall and its blood gush forth. 
My soul shall lift and reach to the gods' desire 
As winds of song rise up from south to the 
north ! 
The edge of my plain shall mix with long sea lines. 

Leaning and creeping on to its hope, the sea, 
Till huts of men shall fall as the wave entwines. 
And my downs be again set free! 
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How have ye dared, O men of these later days, 
To bind my plain, with hands that would tame, 
despoil? 
What god permits ye to steal my silent ways, 
Sow seed therein and conquer a virgin soil? 
Do ye enter in as storms encroach and dare, 
As snows that strive and whirl through mine open 
gate? 
Ye are young in days and leagued with powers of air, 

I, old, alone, enwrapt with the years that wait. 
When will ye give me aught? Are the bullocks dead ? 
Can no man wield a knife of your priestly throng? 
Hath mistletoe come down from the oaks and fled 
To the isles of an elder song? 

I hear no hiss of snakes in the sunburnt grass : 
Ye bring me none, to strive with turbulent might 

That spume of their mouth break forth on winds that 
pass, 
To bare the Sacred Egg in the Druid sight. 
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Ye dare not ride, loose-reined, through the running 

streams, 

Unspent, untouched of the brood that strikes to sting. 

Cowards are ye, and mine are but agelong dreams ! 

Fare forth, O men ! I am bond to dreams that cling. 

Will ye search my stones? They fling you no reply. 

Measure them, ye, from top to circular base! 
Not though mine hour is come, and I fade and die. 
Shall they speak; I have hid my face. 

Go! Ye have heard the oath. I await mine end. 

Is one god left to earth of an olden time ! 
I hear his voice, and the shaking oceans blend, 

I feel his hand, and his hand is cold with rime! 
Earth is his, and the children of earth grow pale. 

Fear is between their eyes, and their tongues are 
stilled. 
Their laughter fails where sounds of his speech prevail. 

Their tears are naught, for so hath the strong god 
willed. 



74 STONEHENGE 

Mine eyes behold. Lo, ye are as smoke that flies ! 
Flee to the farthest deeps with your failing breath ! 
The god shall rend the earth and the waiting skies, 
And the name of the god is Death ! 



SUNDERED 

All, all my ways are out of sight of you, 
My flower, whereof I held the bud not long, 
My song, whereof the memory is song ! 

What though the spring makes summer-time anew. 
What though trees bend with fruitage and full sap. 
And summer's flowers unfold on summer's lap, 

All, all my ways are out of sight of you ! 

To think these hours and days hold blossomings ! 
New songs, but not my one remembered air, 
Fresh flowers, yet not my flower. But, ah, those 
share 

My heart of silence past all silencings ! 
So strange it is to live beyond all sight. 
To see, each day, the impenetrable light, 

To think these hours and days hold blossomings! 
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Spite of their singing and vague hide-and-seek, 
The very birds look listless now, and cold. 
Ay, mel what lacks the earth that it seems old? 

Shall not the winter thaw, day grow less bleak? 
Summer, wherein my one flower blows, come back f 
Come, my one song! fly home on some birds' 
track. 

Spite of their singing and vague hide-and-seek. 



ADVICE TO CONCEIT 

Think not to dare 
Beyond the strength some own and few may share. 
Out of the cloud-burst of most men's desire 

Comes water and not fire. 



Dream not your sword 
Shows red with blood as your foretold reward. 
Nay, some blades lie in scabbards and there rust 
While waiting for the undiscouraged thrust. 



Look you to die, 
Though men approve your worth more than the sky. 
Say you are great as genius, and more sound, 
You still must lie in the ground. 
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Be a whole man! 
Sinful perchance, yet loving good, not ban. 
Then, when you sleep where better men have lain. 
Good Master Time shall mould your like again. 



DESPAIRFUL COURAGE 

I DREW me toward mine island, desolate. 
A headland hid the harbour, yet I steered 
Straight on and on, unknowing all I feared, 

But fearing all things as impelled by fate. 

My boat drave forward with the sullen weight 
Of many waters, and mine eyes were bleared 
With ghastly looking upon that I neared. 

And in my heart was a consuming hate. 

Here lay the inevitable end. I knew 

Fate gripped me by the throat. But if I died 

Master of fate, though overborne, 'twere well. 

I gathered all my strength as the boat flew, 

And held it toward the jagged rocks I spied: 

The grim, gaunt rocks, sun-smit, flamed out like 

hell. 
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PAST THE EDGE OF THE WORLD 

I DREAMED. And then I thought I lay along 
The world's edge, till space drew me unaware 
Into its depths, and out I sent a stare 

At all the flying stars, a blinding throng. 

No hope seemed left to me. I felt the strong 
Breath of vast winds ingathering the air. 
And upcaught, I caught hold upon despair. 

Which lashed, as slaves are anguished by a thong. 



Forward I fell and fell, and a strange night 

Eddied about me, what though all the light 

Of all the stars went whirling through the dark. 

Then at the end I cried on Love, on Love. . . . 

And there, with what wild wonder not thought of. 

My forehead felt Love's touch and visible mark ! 
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THE IDEAL 

(from the FRENCH OF SULLY PRUDHOMME) 

La lune est grande, le del clair 
Et plein d'astres, la terre est bl6me, 

£t rime du monde est dans Pair. 
Je r6ve k Tdtoile supreme. 

The moon is full, the heavens fair 

And bright with stars, pale lies the earth ; 

The world-soul breathes throughout the air: 
I dream of a great star's birth. 



A star, whose rays of flying light, 

Unseen as yet, shall one day stream 

Along the world, and on the sight 

Of future dazzled ages gleam. 
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Ah, when that great star shines above. 
So beautiful, so far in space, 

Say that I gave her my soul's love, 
Ye last born of the human race I 



INDEPENDENCE 

(from the FRENCH OF SULLY PRUDHOMME) 

Pour vivre ind^pendant et fort 

Je me prepare au suicide; 
Sur rheure et le lieu de ma mort 

Je ddlibfere et je decide. 

For suicide I would prepare: 
So doing, life is strong and free; 

The hour of death, the place, I dare 
Resolve upon decisively. 



Upon my heart bold wishes steal; 

Though spurned, they leave me not a whit ; 

Poised on the tomb's edge, lo! I feel 

The utter, frightful joy of it. 
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Almost my balance fails; I lie 

Far o'er the brink. Not yet too late 

To stay or go, so free am I, 
Sole arbiter of mine own fate. 



Not death by foul thrust, no! Nor pain, 
Deep after deep upon me hurled! 

To suffer by my choice is gain. 

And dying known, I rule the world. 



SONG FLIGHT 

I MUST not keep you, wild-bird thoughts of mine. 

To dull your perfectness 
With that possession which may not possess. 

Leave me no outward sign, 
You wild, shy, wayward things for which I pine. 

Go ! I am naked of you. Better thus — 

Glory of your swift wing, 
Hunger of songs impetuous, that sing 
Through all my hours — than that I, clamorous, 

Hold you until you sting. 

My farewell lingers o'er you, and its ache 

Is echo of farewell. 
Winds and all wild things hint your hidden spell; 

Whatever ways I take. 

Your strayed, forbidden, haunting airs awake. 
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THE STOLEN HEART 

Love's self has torn from me my heart, alack ! 

Yet nothing does he bring me in its place; 
The chilly winds fly in and out and back. 

To make a coldness bitter hard to face. 



How foolish I to let him have the whole! 

Come, Love, sweet Master Love, return a part. 
Take all I had, rubies or burning coal. 

But give the casket which was once my heart! 



Or else close up that place where oft I hid 

My tiny, love-lit gems, my ever3rthing; 

Let none see there is naught beneath the lid. 

Nor key to fit that any man can bring. 
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Then will I wander with the other maids 
And make a garland for my hair full sweet, 

And men shall court me in the forest glades, 
Calling me fair from golden head to feet. 



I shall not care, save only still to hide 
My empty breast, my weary, aching days; 

For this will I walk robed about with pride, 

For this turn queenlike, hedged in queenly ways. 



And I will play at love, summon a smile. 
Pretend a kiss, act out the hand in hand, 

That not a man may guess, or hint the while 
That I go heart-lorn up and down the land. 



But if some day another love should come. 
Strong heart I might have cared for, and if I 

Must be to all his dear words ever dumb 
And feel his kisses with cold lips and dry: 
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Then will I make confession, bid him look. 
Tear open that closed place, cry out my shame, 

And the poor vacancy shall be a book 
Wherein I write not my belovSd*s name. 



So shall I twice acquaint me with one grief. 
Twice drink of wormwood, twice of bitterness, 

And all my pride shall bring me no relief, 
And all my pain gall me to new distress. 



Then bid me die ere such a time arrive. 
Or give me back the casket of my heart I 

O Love, why must a woman be alive 
That is all canker at the inward part? 



I know how sweet the grass smells in the rain. 

I will go down beneath it, and look on 
While other women suffer other pain: 

I shall forget, once I am earthward gone. 
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For pain can never reach to any grave, 

Nor can Love steal from them that lie and sleep ; 

I will go down where the sweet grasses wave, 
And a long tryst with death shall my soul keep. 



NAOMI 

Her pallor and the sadness in her eyes 

Made the crowd stand at pause; 
Her figure seemed a stillness of surprise, 

And light grew darkness where she was. 
Question made echo round and round about, 

And hour-long gossip palled and died ; 
While women stood agape, and some came out 
Beyond the throng, large-eyed. 

And some looked back along the years, ten years ! 

Till the bereaved, pale face. 
The white hair and fixed lines, the unshed tears. 

Took on for them an old-time grace. 
And this was Naomi ! So, when her name 

Was spoken, these drew near to bless 

And sorrow with her sorrow, that she came 

Sonless and husbandless. 
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'* Call ye me Mara ! " Wearily she turned 

Before them, drawing thus 
Her garments closer, while her sad eyes burned 

And her sad lips were tremulous. 
Her slow speech haunted with its depth of grief, 

The after silence pressed and pressed, 
Till mothers caught child hands, to find relief 
From anguish so confessed. 



She lingered still an instant on their sight, 

As if the Lord God made 
Within her heart a momentary light 

Whereby her sorrow bent and prayed. 
Then, with her pale lips set to bear, she went 
Through the long street, the while the crowd 
Watched her from far, its wonder not yet spent. 
Or gossiped half aloud. 



Love hath a splendour not for me, 
He hath a light I will not see; 
For, look you, if I shut my eyes, 
How can I tell where sunshine lies? 



There be some, bat-like, that forego 
The sunlight for the moonbeam's glow; 
And, look you, girls must have their way, 
So I choose moonbeams and not day. 



I will be maiden to the end; 

Seek you to wed my kinder friend! 

For, look you, she hath eyes a-gleam, 

While I am darkness of a dream. 
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What! you'll not have her? Fie, for shame! 
Then wive some pallid, lesser flame; 
For, look you, once love burns a man 
Then will he marry where he can. 



So be she blonde or be she dark. 
If he can strike from her no spark. 
Why, look you, off he runs to find 
A new love suited to his mind. 



Then hie you quickly where you will. 
Mine to be maiden, maiden still; 
And, look you, no man weds with me, 
For I hunt freedom lastingly. 



TO THE SAD SOUL 

Because of the days and years 

And the work of the world to do, 
And the need for those who can laugh at fears, 
— And the sometimes blinding tears, — 

Seek the dauntless souls ; be you dauntless too ! 

If ever long days arrive 

When a sunlit world grows dark. 
And the blue devils with you madly strive 
To beat down your soul alive. 

And God, even God, seems a firefly spark; 

March you straitly on. I swear 

You shall one day behold the light. 

And body and soul know a keener air, 

— And the battle clang and blare, — 

Till your soul shall mount, till your soul shall fight ! 
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SONG 

TWAS on a merry, merry day 

When sunlight sought the earth with gladness, 
I wandered by the streams and hills 
To ease my heart of sadness. 

Heigh ho! Young Love was blithe to sing, 
The Redstart spread an orange wing. 
And midge and cricket, everything. 
Was fired with Love's own madness. 

Love blew a whistle from the height 

Above the tangled ferns and grasses; 

I ran to kiss his pretty face. 

Framed where the sunshine passes. 

Heigh ho! The ferns nod-nodded there, 

The moonseed opened eyes a-stare, 

But heart o' mine was one with care, 

For briers had thorns in masses. 
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Quoth I, " A plague o* Love ! The thorns 

Have bruised my cheek and hands with scratches, 
Nor see I now the homeward path 
For heeding his song-snatches! 
Heigh ho! The sweets o* Love are less 
Than I did think, and I confess 
I had not donned this dainty dress 
To tear it so in patches ! " 



Whereat I wept. Across my face 

Brushed pretty wings, Love's tinted feather ; 
I heard the bustle at my ear. 
And caught Love by his tether. 

Heigh ho ! What if the thorns did sting? 
And what's a frock, since Love did bring 
Into my hand a golden ring 
Was light and bright together? 



THE UNCEASING FIGHT 

From the cold north rode out my foe. 

I fought him to the death. And still 
I see him in his mortal throe, 

Urged by his strong, unconquered will 
To fight on with one death-sent blow. 

Above his grim, white face I made 
The brave sign of the cross. I broke 

His sword, and the two parts I laid 
Upon his neck, like to the yoke 

His soul should feel when sins are weighed. 

^ 

Would God that all mine enemies 
Were stark in death as that one was! 

But till this life shall fail and cease 

I must fight on. For no man has 

Peace, till the end of life says, Peace ! 
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TO SIGHING LOVERS THAT SHOULD 

PLAY THE MAN 



When doth the day bow down her glowing face, 

Veil her in mist and sacrifice to storm? 
When doth night flaunt him in her beauty's place, 
Chilling men's hearts to ice, that had been warm ? 
Ah, when shall lovers realise delight? 
For only then shall day seem day, not night. 



When do men pluck the sweetness from despair, 
Cull from the earth a richness past their toil, 

Laugh out at pain and shrug at froward care. 

Go blithe at heart that grief hath met its foil? 

Only when, being lovers, they behold 

Love, all forgetting that he may grow cold. 
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Yet say love faileth, say the day looms black, 

Say night is grown a sleepless toss of hours : 
What! Shall a man cry craven and fall back 
That hath a sword to draw when battle lowers? 
Nay, nay ! This earth is broad enough for two, 
And love found false, ambition may prove true. 

Leave it to maids to pale and wear red eyes, 
To boys to whimper and hug woful thought. 
Ye men-at-arms, take lance in change for sighs, 
To horse and charge the foe till he be naught: 
Fame, courage, honour, these are aims for men. 
And these put on, love will fly back again. 

Then when he cometh, sheathe the sword within 

Its resting-place ; hang high the lance unstained ; 
Love sees you masters that had been but kin 
To silly youths whom he had well disdained ; 
And so ye act as men, ye find Love's charms 
Mix with fame, courage, honour, men-at-arms ! 






THE HEROIC DEAD 

When the great sun in glory burns 
The outposts of the dying day, 

They sleep, the hero hearts of men, 
Beneath their coverlets of clay. 



Stirless within their haughty graves. 
Girt round with armour of the dead. 

They hear no more the sombre drum, 
The cannon thunder overhead. 



In the last, gallant, earthly fight, 
Unfearing where the coward turned, 

They heard the bugle-call of death 
When the great sun in glory burned. 
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THE END OF IT 

Had we but clasped hands to the quiet end, 

Loved on and on in very death's despite, 
I could be calm at heart with death for friend 
And should not fear for us in any night. 
I even could look up into God's sky 
Smiling, since I should meet you by-and-by; 
I even could live on and let you go 
Eternally with God ! though flowers grow 
On earth, on earth, and you not here to know. 



But this that is, how came it in such w*se? 

How grew such blinding silence where was speech? 
And who could dream true eyes should find true 
eyes 

Impenetrably foreign to all reach? 
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We were so unaware that love could die! 
And we forgot how swiftly love can fly: 
As any bird goes, when songtime is done 
And winter thrives and snows obscure the sun ! 
We but forgot. And winter is begun. 

Such a rich world of joy, and every way 

Such leagues of sky, and the whole earth to tread. 
And your world no more mine in any May, 
And these encroaching silences instead! 

How to have held you, O lost heart, lost heart ! 
But now my tears are dry, and no tears start 
Like those God saw once. Not my right to 

store 
Your full life with my fulness. We forbore 
Too strangely long, and soul strikes soul no 
more. 

We shall live on with newer years fulfilled. 
And we shall meet and not care overmuch ; 



THE END OF IT I03 

For what is body when the heart is stilled, 

And what are hands, whose clasping leaves no 

touch? 
And yet, and yet, at soiil of us are deeps 
Where treasure lies! Chill wind of silence 

sweeps 
Above those depths, and the dark clings and 

shakes, 
Even as sea-silence broods when the sea wakes 
In monotone before the last storm breaks. 



THE TOUCH OF SONG 

Come, O thou Song-Life, rising from afar 

Where babbling tideways are ! 
Hasten upon the Trades and woven airs 

From separate despairs! 
I, who walk silent in the unwaked hills, 

Reach to the life that thrills. 
And, lover of all boldness, bid thee come 

What though my times be dumb. 

Knowest thou not, Far Comer, how my heart 

Pants ever to depart, 
Leaps to put off these intricate small ways, 

Conventional dull days. 
And in barbaric, savage wildnesses, 

Loosing the bonds that press. 

To lift with thee out, out, O Wonder-born! 

Down the wide paths of morn? 
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Yet am I caged, yet am I flung upon 

This body's groping on, 
Though hearing thee, drunken with sound of thee ! 

I, who am all unfree. 
Dream that I find thee swinging on the wave 

Where the wild oceans lave 
Resounding beaches in uptoss of foam, 

Calling thee, calling home ! 

Ah, Kinsman of delight and joyance, come ! 

And I who had been dumb. 
Sleep-ridden, like innumerable ones 

That sink beneath the suns 
Not caring, oh, not caring, I will kneel, 

Yea, bowed in soul, and feel 
The tremble of thine austere wings and white 

Brush my still lips in flight I 

Then shall I rise thine handmaiden, and go 
With quiet feet and slow 
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On the accustomed, undisturbed, dull ways; 

But in my trammelled days, 
But on my breast, hid in the garment's fold, 

One shaking hand shall hold 
A late-dropped feather from thy hurrying, 

Fallen to bid me sing. 



THE BUZZARD OF THE SOUTH 



In sultry noonings of the sky 
His heavy body leans and sways, 

And furtive eyeballs strain to spy 
The carrion on which he preys. 



Once seen, unhurried, though in haste, 
He battles with the air, and sweeps 

With a long, cleaving stroke the waste. 
Then stoops and on his quarry leaps. 



Greedy by instinct, gorged with death. 

Men's scorning leaves him undisturbed; 

He grips the unmoved flesh, his breath 

Quickened with savage joy uncurbed: 
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Till, sated of desire, he lifts 

A dulled eye to the live-oak tops, 

And with an upward curving, drifts 

To the gnarled tree on which he drops. 



On a dead branch he nods and clings, 
Dreaming of the perpetual dead, 

While the hot earth revolves and swings 
And hot winds gather overhead. 



IN THE DARKNESS OF LOVE 

They tell me I shall die 

Within six hours. Theirs is so small a share 

Of knowledge, sir ! They thought I could not bear 

To think of death and ground where dead men lie. 
But who is dead can have no fear of death, 
And I am dead, although my seeming breath 

Still comes and goes in fluttering here-and-there. 



They think me living? Well, 

Perhaps 't were strange did they think otherwise : 
Men trust so wholly to their ears and eyes 

And think these speak full truth. Let me but spell 

Their faces, say " Good-day," as all men do. 

Laugh to a jest, 't is life then, in their view, 

And body is enough, what though soul flies. 
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So let them think of me. 

I cannot make a fuss at dying, sir, 

Once having died and made no outward stir, 

That all my gossip friends should come and see- 
In six hours 'tis their turn. Meantime I state 
Plain truth in saying I have passed the gate 

And left my body but soul's follower. 



It takes so small a thing 

To kill us men! Let's say a pistol-shot; 

And there is something, once a man, a blot 
Upon the earth; and then a withering 

Of hearts that loved him and were loved by him. 

But there 's another way to die more dim, 
Intangible as fate. You see this spot 



I point to on my heart? 

When my Dear died it killed me quite as much 
As if her hand had pierced there with a touch 
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Of steel in some mad hour, we two apart 
From other two or three. She was so sweet! 
I never heard the pit-pat of her feet 

But my heart laughed with love. And she was such 

A tiny thing! I could 

Have lifted her with my one hand, and did, 
Saying, ** I love you ! love you ! ** till she hid 

Her face in my great beard there where I stood, 
And kissed me for a bribe to let her go: 
I never thought but that she kissed me so. 

As all wives kiss their husbands when they bid. 

There had been other men? 

Why, just as many as are nights and days 
In a full year. A woman's pretty ways 

Bring men about her ; there 's no scandal then. 
But after marriage this should have an end: 
A husband has his rights, else wherefore wend 

To church and speak church vows, as the Book says ? 
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And my right lay in this: 

To have her my own wife, her soul's self mine, 
Her body mine, ay, even that slight line 

Her cheek made when she pouted lips to kiss. 
Mine also, though chance other eyes might see 
If they but looked on her, for there could be 

No hiding it, I found; 'twas joy's own sign. 



Perhaps her laugh grew less 

And her cheeks lost their ripeness and rich red — 
Admitted, sir ! But saying that, you 've said 

All there was left to say. I laid no stress 
On this or that, save only she should walk 
Beyond the garden, or have lengthy talk 

With friends, when I was near to watch what sped. 



There was one man, a friend ! 

I never liked him, though he was of those 
Most near about her home life. If she rose 
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To greet me at my coming (it being end 
Almost of our betrothal), he must needs 
Stand by her, look on her, as a man heeds 

Who loves one woman every way she goes. 

I nothing cared in it; 

Girls have their way, unmarried ! When they take 

A husband, 'tis to put aside heartache 
For any other. So I bade her sit, 

And kissed her hand and forehead, watching him. 

Poor fool ! He was as one filled to the brim 
With choler and love's passionate heart-break. 

But marriage once put on, 

I said my say, gave orders he should find 
A seldom open door. Say that he dined 

With us: my wife was ill, or candles shone 

So full he could not get a look at her 

Past what I saw. And I took care to stir 

No handsbreadth from him, even though she signed 
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Him graciously with, " See 
This book wherein my husband wrote my name," 
Or, " Pray you mark how my dear husband came 

And brought me this, or this. How could there be 
A kinder husband ! " But for all her speech 
I would not leave her there within his reach; 

I trust no woman with an old-time flame. 



And so a twelvemonth passed. 

Twas strange how gradually visions drew 
About me for no reason that I knew, 

And how my Love seemed somehow, at the last, 
More silent and more sad ! I heard her weep, — 
She who was made for laughter, — when my sleep 

Lessened I knew not why. And yet the clue 

Seemed never to be caught. 
Though always near me in those dim, black times 
When sleep was lacking, and there clanged the 
chimes 
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From the cathedral, parting hours for naught. 
If I bade tell me of her tears, there crept 
Up all her face so strange a look! It kept 

Its impress, as moon-silver climbs and climbs 

To cover what was sun. 

So on her face was always such a strained. 

Pale look, half terror, growing, when she feigned 
The old sweet laugh of days that now were done. 

For, sir, I found the reason. Can you guess? 

I had been mad indeed to think it less 
Than just that old-time lover she disdained. 

For, mark you, women tire 

So easily of things of every day. 

Must have new gauds, or somewhat to allay 
Their thirst for change. Like children they desire 

The moon because the moon may not be had; 

And what's a husband when a woman's mad 
For some new fool to dance till she says nay ! 
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I could have laughed to think 

How blind I was! In all my dreams for long 
Somehow that fellow's face had been the thong 

To goad each dream to passion. On the brink 
Of every waking, mid the goblin crew 
That sought to jeer, I saw his face askew, 

Like a moist toad, or snake fanged with a prong. 

There came a time, I found, 

When even coldest courtesy turned rank. 

I could not pass my gates but that one blank. 
White, hateful face saw me first, then the ground ; 

I could not sit with my own Dear without 

A fancy that his eyes roamed all about 
And came between the kisses my lips drank. 

I watched her secretly. 

Went in and out at hours she knew not of. 
Tossed through her papers for some proof of 
love. 
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Nothing availed to prove my eyes could see 
Beyond what all might look at in my wife. 
I barred the house the better. On my life, 

The fellow seemed to creep in from above ! 

I tried new thoughts, new ways. 

Was the time set for going anywhere 
To pay some visit? On the very stair. 

When my Dear came, full-flowered at my praise 
Of her brave looks, I stayed her even so : 
" Nay, but, my sweet, to-night we do not go," 

And watched her face to judge the pallor there. 

I almost seemed to come 

Upon his footfall, almost seemed to hear 
His low voice utter words blown past my ear. 

I started at a sound. Beat of a drum 

Were not so loud as just the tick and tick 
Of the clock's ceaseless murmur in the thick. 

Dead night-air round the bed ; it brought cold fear. 
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And always that same dream! 

His face was deadly every way I gazed. 

But in my dream it was as if it raised 
Dim friends within, that tore me to a scream 

Which shrieked to heaven against him. Even 
though 

I would not sleep, the least nod brought the slow, 
Ferocious, sneering grin that left me dazed. 

God, how I hated him! 

But what to do to rid me of that hell 
And him the arch-fiend in it? It were well 

To lay some plan, do somewhat. Limb from limb 
I would have torn him, but the coward thing 
Escaped me like a seamew on the wing; 

Strange how his covert I could never tell! 

I tracked him up and down, 

Laid wait as any cat does for a mouse 
Behind the creaking wainscot of the house ; 
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I even climbed upon the leads. The town 
Was smug as any dead man in that light 
Of stars and the pale glory through the night. 

Where did he bide? Where batten? And where 
browse ? 

The town lay like a — what? 

Smug as a dead man, did I say? Why then 
'Twas always what my dream meant, even when 

I woke to hunt my prey, and found it not. 
Or stay! Twas possible to save the soul 
More dear than mine by far. How if I stole 

My Darling into heaven in spite of men? 

That were best plan of all; 

The sin were venial through its twofold gain. 

For look ! She were not damned, and 't were as vain 
To think of her as far from God as fall 

Upon that cur outside of doom. Between 

Those two should lie not time alone, as seen 
On earth, nor world-space, no ! But the whole plain, 
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Eternal distance hung 

Between God's heaven and the devil's hell. 

And if God's justice ordered, I could sell 
My hope of heaven, so that she were flung 

On God and I upon that sneering face. 

What were hell-flames to flames that now had place 
Within my soul? All hours chime some death-knell. 



So it was settled. Now 

To think the end out calmly for her sake. 

Should it be poison ? But a thirst, to wake 
Her blessed soul to Grod and on her brow 

Lay my unutterable love in death? 

Or should my dagger wrench away her breath 
Before the red of her last dawn should break? 



It seemed the poison were 

The better. Easier for her to drink 

A glass of wine upon my wish, than shrink, 



IN THE DARKNESS OF LOVE I2i 

Perhaps, on waking to my thrust, and stir 
Against my heart in some last agony. 
I could not bear that pain; I could not see 

Her tortured while death held her to the brink. 

Once having weighed the plan, 

I thought my heart would burst for love of her. 

The little, precious, dainty ways! A blur 
Came over all the world and left it wan. 

The little, exquisite, light touch! The least 

Neck-motion, like a wren's ! And, O the feast 
Her face made, like a saint's that cannot err I 

Yet when another night 

Brought the same horror, when another day 

Flared out upon us, and I found no stay 
From the one thought and the one ghastly sight, 

I froze my heart to the deed's utmost aim; 

My Love should have God's bliss, if I God's blame. 
For our souls' sake I knew no other way. 
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But a few drops within 

Her glass of wine ! ' T was easy. O my God ! 

O God, to fare her feet forth, all unshod 
For that long way which leads to heaven, from sin 

And soilure of a desolate, cold world ! 

So lovely were her lips, so half uncurled 
With the last smile, last love-look, last song ! . . . Odd 



To hear her voice sing that I 

A poor song, half a murmur, half put by 
With childish things, sung almost like a sigh. 

And then a gradual, drowsy languor at 

The rhythmic voice-fall, then a breath fulldrawn 
And a last catch at words. And then God's dawn 

For her, for her! For me a blackened sky. 



She sang as a bird sings. 

I cannot give the music of her voice ; 

Let birds do that. In me are but lost joys, 
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Lost hopes, the broken life in death that stings. 
But so the words went. Listen! — 

When dear Love goes, 
Where flies the subtle beauty of the rose ? 

And when Love dies. 
Who shall see more than silence in sunrise? 
Poor earthly rose-of-love, new-comer sorrow. 

Ye bid me still good-morrow! 

God has a room 
Beyond His skies, where sometime flowers bloom. 

He does but smile 
To think we seek them here on earth awhile. 
I will seek rose-sweets there, and find no sorrow, 

Please love-in-God, — to-morrow ! 

. . . Thus she sang, 
And then was silence. Later, the song rang 
Beyond my ears, as if those singing boys 
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In the cathedral, past 

The great High Altar, 'mid the incense swung 

Through the close air, had caught the words unsung 
And jangled them each service till the last. 

And many noises woke when she lay dead ! 

All clocks on earth seemed sounding in my head 
To ring out hours that never yet were rung. 



Somehow God gave me strength 
To climb the stair at last, and reach the door 
Of our own room, where her face came no more, 

Nor voice, nor pit-pat of her feet. At length 
I entered in and found there such a white, 
Thin, filmy frock ! She wore it on a night, 

Girdled with opals fiery to the core. 



Now she should wear it through 

That night of death till body's self be made 
One with soul's self in Judgement, as Christ said. 
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I bore it downward to her. None should do 
This last, most precious pitiful, one thing 
Save only I; no other hand should bring 

Least help; my task to dress her for earth's bed. 

When all was done, she lay 

Like some strayed Easter lily God put here 

To make us men turn heavenward. So dear, 
So very fair, so awful, so away 

From all this earth, this bitter, bitter earth ! 

I had done best for her; it were well worth 
My doom (if mine were doom), to draw her near 

The very Throne's self, God, 

In midst of angels, with the risen Son, 
And that Son's mother, Mary! I had done 

A hideous wrong to let my Darling plod 

More days on earth. So when I kissed and kissed 
The pallid lips, the sweet, pale cheek, I missed 

No sound in heaven's choir, her voice being one. 
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At very last I sent 

For priests and friends and all the world to come 
And see her dead. They came and stood there 
dumb! 

Why did they look at me what way I went? 
Why cast such frightened glances, like that glance 
My own wife's eyesight bore ? Was it some chance, 

Or was the whole earth mad, and I but numb 

To the world's ways? God knows! 

There came two from among them, one the priest 
And one her father. . . . Where could lie the beast 

Their eyes saw just beyond me? For they chose 
To walk so slowly, looking all the while 
As seeing something strange, and a strained smile 

Clung to their mouths. What was it at the least? 

Then, suddenly they caught 

My arms, and when I struggled, the whole room 
Grew fire and eyes glared through the twilight gloom. 



IN THE DARKNESS OF LOVE 127 

While I was held by them, what though I sought 
To reach my Love and fall upon her heart. 
What right had any, even priests, to part 

Me from my wife, my dead? Was this my doom? 

Best not to struggle, then, 

Against God's self. We cannot race 
With God and be the winner. So I trace 

My doom from that one moment. Mark you, when 
They parted me from her I died, although 
You have my body two long years. So slow 

Time runs in death and hell without her face I 

I have so suffered — dead ! 

I am so parched with utter thirst of love ! 

How can she stand with God, my own white dove, 
And look down on my pain, as one full-fed 

Looks scorn upon a beggar? Is God just 

Even to his angels? Surely angels must 
Suffer to see such suffering from above! 
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Perhaps their eyes are lit 

With such great glory they are made dull, thus, 
And cannot look past stars to pity us 

For looking on God's face. Perhaps they sit 
So wrapt in perfect music, its vast reach 
Shuts out the anguished murmur of our speech, 

And they but think of Christ, miraculous. 



But 'tis so strange! All's strange. 

I cannot find that sneering face, though sure 

Of hell's eternal holding it secure 
Past even what I thought. Where does it range? 

Through unlit, windy spaces up to heaven? 

Yet one thing's plain: not seventy times seven. 
Nor aeons of all years that may endure, 



Can force his entrance there, 

Past Peter, through God's heavenly, closed gates, 
I, tortured, wait to meet him here ; he waits. 



IN THE DARKNESS OF LOVE 129 

Perhaps, for fear of my eternal stare 
As I feared his on earth. Well, God knows why 
He made such creatures: not for me to try 

To understand the Wisdom that creates. 

God knows at last and iirst; 

I know not much. And now I grow so weak 
I think my body wearies and would seek 

Last dust to dust. And I grow cold, and thirst 
For sleep, — a sleep, that has no dream, except 
It be of my lost angel, whom God kept 

Unspotted from that earth which was so bleak. 

Perhaps when Judgement ends, 

She may stoop down and lift me to her side, 
And I may put off doom and there abide. 

Hearing her voice and noting how all blends 
In good. God*s mercy is man's justice, so 
God's justice must outreach man's thought and go 

Hand-mated with His mercy, which is wide. 
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But at the last, all's done. 
This damp . . . creeps up my body . . . Let me 

sleep. 
Would . . . somehow ... I might wake . . . and 
wakingy keep 
My head against her breast . . . new life begun I 
But God's will must be . . . my will at the last. 
I am so weary ... it grows dark ... all *s past . . . 
O God ! God ! God ! . . . How Thy great lightnings 
leap ! 
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